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set back in a recess beside one of the drawing-room fire-
places, where no fire was burning.
"This is the Ruysdael we were talking of at dinner," she
said, and when Julie had admired the picture and would
have joined the ladies gathered round a fire some ten yards
away, she found herself detained. "Let us sit here for a
little while," Mevrouw Penninck said, "the room is warm,"
and she would not move until, when the men entered, an
elderly German, with heavy veins in his cheeks and a collar
that thrust little loops of flesh forward from his jowl,
crossed the room and, halting before her, said:
"Ah! the Ruysdael. What an artist! He had everything
except the vibratory quality of light."
Julie could not escape when Mevrouw Penninck yielded
her place to him. He began at once to speak in praise of
Narwitz, then in a low, intimate voice, of the blockade and
its effect on Holland, of Enkendaal, of the English officers
who, he had heard, were living there, of the wonderful in-
fluence that the Germans and English might have had on
the world if they had been allies, not enemies. The pity of
it! The English and the French were not natural allies	
From that he passed easily to the inconveniences of war.
"A lady of fashion," he said, "who is accustomed to have
her dresses made in Paris and has also a tailor in London—
now, if I may ask, that dress is from Paris?"
"From the Hague."
"You do not go to Paris?"
"How can I? My nationality is German."
"Nor to London?"
"Of course not."
"I should have supposed that with your English blood
that was a thing—not impossible"
His tone was not to be mistaken. He was inviting her to
become a German agent. The elaborate ingenuousness of
the manoeuvre amused her and she turned her head away to
conceal a smile. Might she not lead him on and then	.
Speaking very softly, she replied: "Perhaps impossible—
certainly costly."
His fingers closed on the sofa-edge and he propelled

